The Vines’ Craig Nicholls: 
he’s got bottle 
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“WE’VE GOT a new album coming 
out,” says Craig Nicholls in his stoned 
Aussie drawl. “Anyone heard it yet?” 

A roar erupts from the 1,000 bodies 
shoehorned into a venue The Vines 
have long since outgrown. It's a roar 
borne not out of the need to express 
the affirmative (the album's still almost 
a month away), but of excitement at 
The Vines’ return and the first words 
uttered by their endearingly quirky 
frontman. As the band proceed to 
plough through unfamiliar new songs, 
the roar of the crowd — eager for 
something to sing and bounce along to 
— gives way to muted cheers and 
blank faces, the overwhelming sense 
of occasion slowly trickling out the 
Ballroom’s door and down Camden's 
dank gutters. 

It's an occasion that openers The 
Duke Spirit attempt to imbue with a 
sleazy glamour. Like PJ Harvey on a 
cruising Harley, dragging The Stooges 
by their hair behind her, their low- 
slung garage-rock elicits a fair bit of 
rump-shaking from early arrivals. 
Already causing a stir in the industry's 
soiled underpants, on the strength of 
this performance UK-wide knicker- 
twisting must surely be imminent. 

As The Vines take to the stage and 
kick out their ferocious new single 
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‘Ride’, the memory of a rucking and 
spectacularly inconsistent band 
becomes confined to the arduous 
‘Highly Evolved’ campaign. Ryan 
Griffiths, now a permanent live fixture 
on guitar, bolsters Craig Nicholls’ eye- 
catching but wayward axe throttling, 
while Hamish Rosser commands every 
song with each assured wallop of the 
drums. It's an arresting sonic assault 
that stamps The Vines’ authority on the 
venue and further whets the appetite 
of an already slavering audience. 

As each new song gives way to yet 
another new song, however, the 
hunger visibly fades. Craig Nicholls 
has every right to be proud of his new 
babies — the wistful, hazily psychedelic 
‘Autumn Shade II’ and the moptop 
shimmy of ‘She's Got Something To 
Say’ are easily as good as anything on 
their excellent debut — but without the 
time to have been pulled close by fans, 
the show becomes an unfulfilling, one- 
way experience. 

When, three quarters of the way in, 
‘Mary Jane’, ‘Outathaway’ and ‘Ain't 
No Room’ nestle side by side with re- 
vamped B-side ‘Sunchild’ and the 
menacing thrash of ‘Fuck The World’, 
the performance reaches a dizzying 
climax. It's a frustratingly tantalising 
taste of what could, and should, have 
been; The Vines grabbing the night by 
the scruff of the neck and, with the 
help of the crowd, blowing a hole 
the size of Australia in an all too 


small roof. 


